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purpose of which, self-glorification, we feel to be an outrage
on good taste.

Determined seemingly not to be behind the age, Nefci too
has his Saqf-Nama; but the poem which he wrote under
this title is not, like those of most of his contemporaries,
a more or less elaborate mesnevf, but is a brilliant little
terkib-bend consisting of five stanzas and celebrating the
praises of the wine-cup, to which it is addressed.

NefTs ghazels, while quite as correct and classic in language
as his qasidas, are much more subdued in tone; the brilliant
imagination is here under strict control, and the passionate
love of gorgeous colour is no longer allowed to assert itself
in every line. The note struck is not exactly mystic, as the
older poets understood mysticism; it is rather contemplative
and reflective. The critics, dazzled perhaps by the exceeding
splendour of the qasidas, seem to set comparatively little
store by the ghazels; yet there appears to me to be much
in them that is beautiful in a quiet and unobtrusive way.

A noteworthy feature of all NefTs poetry is its compara-
tive freedom from the equivoques and other similar childish
conceits which we have seen to be so general in old Turkish
literature. Conscious, as it would appear, of his own high
genius, he disdained to trick out his work with a meretricious
finery such as lesser men might find it needful to employ
in order to secure public favour for their verse. In this
particular, as well as in the brilliancy and correctness of its
language, the poetry of Nefci must be accorded a higher
place than that of Fuzulf, to which it is infinitely inferior
in all deeper and more truly poetic qualities. Nefcf is the
greater artist; Fuziili the greater poet.

No poet since Baqfs time did so much to refine and
polish the language as Nefcf; although, as I have already
said, his idea of refining and polishing the Turkish language